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Not that our Fathers drain'd the comic Store; ; 


Nature with Novelty does ftill abound ; 
On ev'ry Side freſh Follies may be found. 
But then the Taſte of ev'ry Gueſt to hit, 
Iuoo pleaſe at once, the Gall'ry, Box, and Pit, 
Requires at leaſt—no common Share of Wit. 


Demand the lively Rake, or modiſh Wife; 
Whilſt they, who in a lower Circle move, 
Luan at their Wit, and ſlumber at their Love. 

Ai Wh light, low Mirth, employs the comic Scene, 

( Suc 

- The 2 d Critic damns the wretched ut, 
And cries — © © 'rvill Peaſe the Gal ries well . os 


PAOLOG U 5 


8 wWarrres and 1 Evoxen by Mr. F O 0 T E. 


| Spoken i in DvnLIN by Mr. LE E. 


EVERE their Taſk, who in this « critic Age, 
With freſh Materials furniſh ont the Stage! 


Freſh Characters ſpring up as heretofore— 


Thoſe, who adorn the Orb of higher Lite, 85 


Mirth as drives from vulgar Minds the Spleen 9 = 


Such jarring Judgments: ks can i reconcile, 255 5 1 


5 since Fops will frown, where humble Traders ſmile 2 


'To daſh the Poet's ineffectual Claim, | 


— quench his Thirſt for univerſal Fame, 
I) he Grecian Fabulift, in moral Lay, 
N thus addreſs 4 the Writer of this Day. 5 


Once « on a Time a 7 ag od Sire, we're told, 


(The Stripling tender, and the Father old) 
Purchas'd a Ja- A, at a Country Fair 
Io eaſe their Limbs, and hau k about their * are: 
But, as the ſluggiſh Animal was weak, | 


1 They fears, if both ſhould mount, his. Back would . 


break 55 5 5 
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PRO . 0 8 U 1. 


: Up gets the Boy ; the Father leads the Aſs, _ 
And through the gazing Crowd attempts | to pals; 


Forth from the Throng; the Grey beards hobble « out, 
And hail the Cavalcade with feeble Shout. 


« This the Reſpect to rev rend Age you ſhew * 
* And this the Duty you to Parents owe ? 


le beats the Hoof, and you are 1 abvide 3 . - 
of Sirran! get — „ and let your ather. ride.” ” 


us Ge Lads were ſeldom void of "OR 
The decent, duteous Youth, reſign'd his Place. 
When a freſh Murmur through the Rabble ran; 
85 Boys Girls, Wives, . Widows, all attack the Man. 

dure never was brute Beaſt fo void of Nature! 

Have you no Pity for the pretty Creature * 


Jo your own Baby can you be unkind ? 


= by Her —— Bill, Neuy— the Child behind.” ”» 


= 15 Old Da apple. next, che Clowns Compaſſion claim a; 
3 5 them Boobies ben't aſbam d. 
Tuo at à Time upon a poor dumb Beaſt! /! 

„ * They nigh as well have carry'd he at leaſt. 8 


; The Pair, till pliant t to the partial Voice, 
Diſmount and bear the Aſs—Then what a Noiſe * 
Huazas, loud Lavghs, low Gibe, and bitter Joke, 
From the yet- -filent Sire theſe Words provoke— , - 


Proceed, my Boy, nor heed their farther Call; 


3 Fi gin his _ who FO 1 * them 


all * 
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AVE HO R. 


ACT 1 SCENE. * 


Chin Cape and Rabin. 5 


ND he believes me dead, Robin © 
Rob. Moſt certainly. 1 
| Gov. You have given him no Intima- OY 
tion that his Fortunes OP * : 
"ik Not a diſtant Hint. 
 Giv. How did he receive the News? ; =_ 
Rb Calmly enough : When I told him that his 


755 Hepes from Abroad were at an End, that the Friend of 
huis deceaſed Father thought he had done enough in 
putting it in his Power to earn his own Livelihood, he 
replied, Twas no more than he had long expected; 
charged me with his warmeſt Acknowledgments to his 

_ conceal'd Benefactor; thanked me for my I gh Ss 
and leſt me. = 


Gov. And how has he lived nee? 
Kob. Poorly, but honeſtly: To his Pen he « owes all 


1 his Subſiſteuce. I am ſure my Hcart bleeds for him: 
Conſider, Sir, to what Temptations you a . him. 


Gov. The ſeverer his Trials, the greater his Triumph. 


Shall the Fruits of my honeft Induſtry, the Purchaſe Þ 
of many Perils, be laviſh'd on a lazy, luxurious Booby,, 4 
who has no other Merit than being born five-and-twenty* 1 
| Years after me? No, no, Kobin; him, and a Profuſion 
Xp lei Devts, were all that the * of his Mother _— 


Rob. "Ton loved her, Lir.. 55 "2 
| Gov. Fondly — nay, fool; FI or | Necellty bad not 1 


5 compell d me to ſeek for Shelter in another Climate. 


*Tis true, Fortune has been favourable to my Labours, 
and when George convinces me that he inherits my _ F 


tit, he Dal fare my ws ys not . vs I 


: Oxfords, the Ha 
of the liberal Arts? 
Rob. Patrons !—The Word has loft its Uſe ; a Guinea | 
Subſcription at the Requeſt of a Lady, whoſe Chamber- 
maid is acquainted with the Author, may be now and 
then pick'd up. — Protectors ! — Wt ay I dare believe 
there's more Money laid out upon , 
2 Month, than upon all the learned ] 
lain in ſeven Years. | 
Cop. And yet the Preſs groans with their ProduSions ; 
How do they all exiſt? 1 
Keb. In Garrets, Sir: as, if you will ſtep: to your 
Sou' s Apartment in the next Street, you will ſee. _ 
by ſhall we make for the Viſit 2 | 
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5 THE AUTHOR. 
Reb. Conſider, Sir, he has not your Opportunities. 


Gov. Nor had I his Education. 
Rob. As the World goes, the worſt you could have 


5 given him. Lack-a-day ! Learning, Learning, Sir, is no 
Commodity for this Market; nothing makes Money 
| here, Sir, but Money; or ſome certain faſhionable Qua- 
lities that you would not wiſh your Son to poſſeſs. 
Gov. Lg uſeleſs ? Impoſſible ! — Where are the 
ifaxes, the great Protectors and Patrens 


Cop. But what Apology 
Rub. —That you want the Aid of his Profeſſion; 


* well-penn' d Addreſs now, from the Subjetts of your * . 
| Government, with your gracious Reply, to put into the 
EZ Nenn- papers. EA 
Gov. Aye; is that Part of his Prafiic wel, lead 2 
on, Robin. ED 


Kere araws end diſe wer- Young Cape with the 
Printer's Devil. 


ngton Turnpike in 
len in Great Bri- 


= "ti Prythee go about thy Buſineſs —Vaniſh, gear EOS, 
Devil. Es 
| Devil. Maſter bid me not come without the Proof; "a 8 
ſays as how there are two other Anſwers ready for the ; 
Preſs, and if you don't come out a Saturday 'twon't pay 
for the Paper; but you are always ſo lazy: I have more 
Plague with you—There's Mr. Guzz/e, the Tranſlator, 
never keeps me a Minute —unleſs the Poor Gentleman 5 
happens to be fuddled. ; 
2 pe. Why, you little . ſoiv ling, diabolical . 
| 2 ,! is ĩt not c ſullicient to be gee! with the Stupi- : 
x 7 
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THE AUTHOR. 7 


5 diy of your abſurd Maſter, but I muſt be pefter'd with 


your Impertinence? \_ 
Devil. Impertinence! — Marry, come up, I keep as 


good Company as your Worſhip every Day in the Year, 


— There's Mafter Clench, in Little Britain, does not 


think it beneath him to take Part of a Pot of Porter 
with me, tho' he has wrote two Volumes of Lives in 
Quarto, and has a Folio com ing out in Numbers. 


Cape. Hark y', Sirrah, if you don't quit the Room 


this Inftant, I'll ſhew you a ſhorter Way into the Street 
than the Stairs. 


Devil. I ſhall ſave you the Trouble — Give me the : 


French Book that you took wp YOu from for the laſt 
Journal. = 


Cape. Take it - Kab it at him. 
Devil. What, d'ye chinkke belongs to the Circulating, 


Lg. or that it is one of your own Performances, 
that you = 
: "Gm You ſhall have a eL Devil. ] 'Sdeath 3 
- 2 pretty Situation Iam in! And are theſe the Fruits I 
e am to reap from a long, laborious and expenlive— 2 


Re-enter Devil. 3 
Devi 1 had like to have forgot, here's your Week's 


2 Pay for the News-paper, Five-and-five-pence, which, 

with the Two-and-a-penny, Mafter paſs'd his Word | 

for to Mrs. Sud; your — makes the three 8 
half Crowns. e | 


' Cape. Lay it on the Table. 


Devil Here's a Man on the Stairs wants you ; - * the "= 
= Sheepiſhneſs of his Looks, and the Shabbineſs of his 
Preſs, he's either a Pick- pocket, or Poet — Here, walk 
. * Mr. What- 4 * em, the Gentleman's at Home. <-: 


Surveys the Heure, _ and exit. = 
ma © Tow _ 
Poet. Your Name I preſume 1 is Cape. 
"Give. You have hit it, Sir. i 
Poet. Sir, I beg Pardon; ; are e you a Gentleman that k 


5 write ? 


Cape. Sometimes. ET: 5 —_— 
Poet. Why, Sir, my Caſe, 3 in a Word. is 1 1. 4 


| like you, have long been a Retainer ot the Mules, as 


you m ſee by their Livery. „ 
A4 Cafe. 


_ THE AUTHOR. 
Cape. They have not diſcarded you, I hope. 
Poet. No, Sir, but their upper Servants, the Book- 
ſellers, have.—1 printed a Collection of jeſts upon my 
own Account, and they have ever ſince refuſed to em- 
loy me; you, Sir, I hear, are in their Graces : Now | 
e brought you, Sir, three Imitations of Juvenal in 


| Proſe; Tulh's Oration for Milo, in blank Verſe ; two 


= Eſſays on the Britiſh Herring Fiſhery, with a large Col- 
lection of Rebuſſes; which if you will diſpoſe of wo. 


: - them, in your own Name, we'll divide the Profits. 


Cape. I am really, Sir, ſorry for your Diſtreſs, but 
I have a larger Cargo of my own manufacturing than # 
they chuſe to engage in. | 
Poet. That's Pity ; you have nothing i in the compil- EE 
ing or Index Ways that 1 8 would Gn © to the ore ; 
of another? | - 
(ade. Nothing. 5 5 
Poet. Lil do it at half price. 0 
Cage. Tam concern'd it is not in my Power at preſent f 
WM whe uſeful to you; but if this Trifſe _ . 
Dẽioer. Sir, your Servant. Shall L leave "Om any of my— On: 
„ By no Means. 95 
Poet. An Eſſay, or an ode? 
Cape. Not a Line. . 
Poet. Your very obedient. ” Exit 1 "RY 


Cape. Poor Egllow! and Gi for am a 3 A 
3 * Condition? Virgil had his Pollis; Horace his. Mece- 5 
nf; Martial his Pliny. My Protectors are Titlepage, 


the Publiſher ; Ven, the Bookſeller; and Index, the 
Printer. A moft noble Triumvirate ! and the Raſcals ” 
are as proſcriptive and arbitrary as he famous Roman = 


: one, into the — e 
e Euter Sprightly. | 
rk What! IF in Soliloquy, . 2 \Reciting ns of = : 


4 the Pleaſantries, I ſuppoſe, in your new Piece. . 
e. My Diſpoſition has, at PO, "WF little of 
=. the Vis cenica. 4 


Spri. What's the Matter? 


Cape. Survey that Maſs of Wealth upon the : Table ; "T8 
all my own, and earn'd in little more than a Week. 5 
"""- Why, tis an 2 Mine ! 5 


Cape. 


J 
Cube. Ay, and deliver'd to me, too, with all the 
ſoſt Civility of Billing ſgate, by a Printer's Prime Miniſ- 
ter, call'd a Devil, | 
Sbri. I met the Imp upon the Stairs; but I thought 
thele Midwives to the Muſes were the [dolizers of you, 
their favourite Sons. _ 
| Cape. Our Tyrants, Tom. Had I indeed 2 poſthu- 

mous Piece of Infidelity, or an amorous Novel, deco- 
rated with luſcious Copper-plates, 1 Slaves would be 
civil enough. 
Spri. Why don t you publiſh your own Works ? N 
Cape. What! and paper my Room with em? No, 
no, that will never do; there are Secrets in all Trades ; = 
our's is one great Myſtery, but the Explanation would ; 


be roo tedious at preſent. 


__ Spri Then why don't you divert your Attention n o 

ſome other Object? | 

Cape. That Subject was employing my Thoughts, 
Sßri. How have you reſolved ? 5 
3 pe. T have, I think, at preſent, two Strings to my 


Bane 3 * © my Comedy ſucceeds, it will buy me a Com- | 


miſſion ; it my Miſtreſs, my Lowa, proves kind, I am 


ſettled for Lite; but if both my Cords {nap, adieu to 8 
= the Quill, and welcome the Muſket. | 


Sri. Heroica'ly determined! — But a propos bon 
proc eeds your honourable Paſſion? _ 

ute. But ſlowly— I believe 1 have a Friend in 7 
Heart, but a moſt potent Eneray in her Head: You © 


know, I am poor, and the is prudent. With regard to — 


her Fortune too, I believe her Brother's Conſent eſſen- 


tially neceſſary | — But yo Fron ed to make me ac- 
[+ quainted with him. 


Seri. 1 expect him he ere every aa 1 may, 


He Cenge. be uſetul to you in more than one Capacity; "> 
if your Come d/ be not crouded, he is a Character, 1 


can tell you, that will make no contemptible Figure 


9655 in it. 


© Cape. His Sitter gave me a Sketch of him laſt Summer. 


pri. A Sketch can never convey him. His Fec culia- Fo 


5 ritics require infinite Labour and high Fin. ing. 
(Cage. Give me the Ouilines. 

SFßbri. He is a Compound of Coneratieties; 5 Pride and 
 Mcaunnels ; — Felly and Archaels; At the ane. Time - 


w TH auThoY 
that he would take the wall of a Prince of the Blood, 


he would not ſeruple eating a fry'd Sauſage at the 
Mews Cate. There is a Minuteneſs, now and then, in 


his 3 and ſome whimſical, unaccountable. 


Turns in his Converſation, that are entertaining enough. 


But the Extrav agance and Oddity of his Manner, and 


the Boaſt of his Birth, compleat his Character. 


Cape. But how will a Perſon of his Pride and Pedi- 5 


gree reliſh the Humility of this Apartment? 
Spri. Oh, he's prepar'd—You are, George, tho pro- 


digiouſly learn'd and ingenious, an abffracted Being, 


odd and whimſical; the Caſe with all you great Ge- 
niuſes: You love the ſnug, the Chimney-corner of 


Life; and retire to this obſcure Nook, merely to avoid. | 


the Importunity of the Great. 
Cape. Your Servant But what Attraction can a Cha- 


= racter of this Kind have for Mr. Cadwallader? | 
_____ ori, Infinite! next to a Peer, he honours a ; Foct; : 
and modeſtly imputes his not making a Figure in the 
learned World himſelf to the Neglect of his Education 
T huſh! he's on the Stairs — on with your Cap, and 
n — * Book. Remember yn A'S and 


Ba vamp. 
| good Sir ? 
Ear. 


Friend. 

Vamp. An Author? 
Cate. Voluminous. 
Vemp. In what Way? 
Cape. Univerſal. 


Vamp. Bleſs me! hes very N a 1 5 


| well rigg'd ; what, a good Subſcription, I reckon ? 


(ape. Not a Month from Leyden; an admirable The- 
olog; tt ! he ſtudied it in Germany; if you ſhould want 
ſuch a Thing now, as ten or a dezen manuſcript Ser- 
mons, by a deceas'd Clergyr man, I believe he can in 1 


fly you. 
L amp. No . 


22880 Waranted Originals Ns Vary, © 


"ha Ob, no; tis Mr. Van. Your Commands 
Lamp. 1 have 2 Word, Maſter Cape, for your private | 


Cafe. You may communicate; chis Gentleman is a 


- _—— — —ä—6—ͤ— ä' — * 


THE AUTHOR 11 
Vamp. No, no, I don't deal in the Sermon Way now 3 
I TI loft Money by the laft I printed, for all 'twas wrote 
by a Mcthodift; but I believe, Sir, if they ben't long, 
| 2 have a good oa of 3 in * 1 can * you a 
+ n | 
. Spri. For what, sir? 3 
Vamp. The Manuſcript Sermons you have wrote, 
| and want to diſpoſe of. 
= Sermons that I have wrote ! 
Vamp. Ay, ay; Maſter Cape has been telling n me— 
= Syri. He has; I am mightily oblig'd to him. 
Vamp. Nay, nay, don't be afraid ; I'll keep Council; 
old Vamp had not kept a Shop ſo long at the Turnſtile, | 
if he did not know how to be ſecret ; why, in the Year 
Fifteen, when I was in the treaſonable Way, I never 
ſqueak'd; I never gave up but one Author in my Life, 
and he was * * a 6— ade it never came | 
to a Trial. N ay e 
. 1 LN | 3 

Wa . bere [Shes the 8 ide of his Jad. 

_ crop d cloſe !—bare as a Board !—and tor nothing in 
the World but an innocent Book of Baw dy, as I hope 3 
for Mercy: Oh! the Laws are very hard, very ſevere 5 

upon us. 0 
Sj'bri. Yeu have gire en me, Sir, fo poſiti tive a Proof or 
„ your Secrecy that you may rely upon 89 Len . 
— 
Vamp. You will be ſafe—but gadſo, we b mind --- 
Fi . tho'; here, Maſter Cope, you mutt provide me 
with three taking Titles for theſe Pamphlets, and if 
. you can think of a pat / cy Motto for the kargen L 
Cape. They ſhall be done. 2 

Vamp. Do fo, do ſo. Books are like Women, Maſter 7 

e Cape ; ; to ſtrike, they muſt be well dreſs'd ; fine Feathers 

make fine Birds ; a good Paper, an elegant Type, a 
 _ handſome Motto, and a catching Title, has drove many 
1 A dull avg thro' three Editions « — - Did * Know 1 

"Siri. Not that I acti. 3 _ 
Vamp. He was a pretty Fellow; he had his Lanka. 7 = 

anguem, as they ſay ; he would have turn'd you a F able 

0 Du „ or an n Epiſtle of * „ into Latin Verie in 

. 5 2 Twinkkng; 


— . — — 4s 


W —— ———— — armed 


pour journal? 


JJ © % 5,  , no. 
a Twinkling ; except Peter Haſty the Voyage-writer, he 
was as great a Loſs to the Trade as any within my Me- 


Cade. What carry'd. him off? 


Lumb. A Halter; hang'd for clipping and coining, 
| Mafter Cape; I thought there was tomething the Mat- 
ter by his not coming to our Shop for a Month or two : 
He was a pretty Fellow! 5 185 | 


|  >Spri. Were you a great Loſer by his Death ? 
Vamp. J can't ſay; — as he had taken to another 
Courſe of Living, his Execution made a Noite : it ſold 


me ſeven Hundred of his Tranſlations, beſides his laſt 


dying Speech and Confeſſion; I got it; he was mind- 
ful of his Friends in his laſt Moments: He was a pretty 
Fellow! „„ FFF 


Cate. You have no farther Commands, Mr. I np ? 


Vamp. Not at preſent ; about the Spring I'll deal with 
you, it we can agree for a Couple of Volumes in Oc- 
Stri. Upon what Subject? 


Vamp. I leave that to him; after Cape knows what ; 


- will do, tho' Novels are a 177 light Summer- reading, 
and do very well at Tun 
uuatering Places: No bad Commodity for the Meſt- india 


"ridge, Driſtcl, and the other 


Trade neither; let em be Novels, Maſter Cape. | 


ou Cape. You {hall be certainly ſupply'd. 


_ Vamp. I doubt not; pray how does Index go on with 


| Cape. He does not complain. 


F Yanp. Ah, I knew the Time—but you have over- 
ſtock'd the Market: Ti//epage and I had once lik'd to 
have engaged in a Paper. We had got a young Cant 
for the Ellays;a pretty Hiftorian from Aberdeen; and 
an Attorney's Clerk for the true Intelligence; but I | 


don't know how, it dropt for Want of a Politician. 


= = Cape. If in that Capacity 1 can be of any RL, 


Vamp. No, thank you, Maſter Cape; in half a Year's 
{ "Time, I have a Grandſon of my own that will come in 
he's now in training as a Waiter at the Gecoa-Tree Cof- 
_ fee-houſe; I intend giving him the Run of Jonathan's 
for three Months to underftand Trade and the Funds; 
and then III ſtart him No, no, you have enough en 
your Hands; ftick to your Buſineſs; and d'ye hear, 


| 


THE AU THOR 13 


'ware clipping and coining ; remember Harry Hardy ; 
he was a pretty Fellow! _ fy [ Ext. 
Spri. And I am ſure thou art 2 moſt extraordinary 


25 Fellow ! ! — But pr 'ythee, George, what could provoke 


thee to make me a Writer of Sermons? 
Cape. You ſeem'd deſirous of being acquainted with 


our Buſineſs, and I knew old /amp would let you mare 


into the Secret in five Minutes than I could in as many 
Hours. > | [Aneching below. Hud. 

. Spri Cape, to your Poſt; here they are ce faith, a 
| Coach- ful ! Let's ſee, Mr. and Mrs. Cadwallader, and ; 
yu Flame, the Sifter, as I live. _ 
[Cadwallader haut.] 
Fray, by the Bye, han't you a Poet aboxe | 2 
..  -.- [without] Higher up. 


2 Egad, I wonder what makes your Poets have 2 | 


| ſuch an Averſioñ to middle Fioors—they are always to 
— found in Extremities; in Garrets or Cellars— 
Enxter Mr. and Mrs. Cadwallader and * 5 

Cad. Ah! Spr ightly ! 1 | 

SE: 

* Cai. Hey, what's the later? Ts 

___ Spri. Hard at it; en ſome e knotty Point; to- 

E tally abſorb'd! _ 5 


Cad. Cadſo i what, that's he! Beck, B:ll, there be 


is, egad, as great a Poet, and as . e * what 8 

- he about? -- Hebrew? 

 $pri. Weaving the whole Exe into a Trade: 1 

have been here this half Hour, but he has not © mark” d ol 
me yet, | NE 

Cad. Could not I take a | TOY 
= _ An Earthquake would not rouze him. 
42d. He ſeems in a damn'd Paſſion. A 


on Cape. The Belt of Pallas! nor Prayers, nor Tears, = 
nor ſupplicating Gods ſhall fave thee now. 


Cad. Hey! Zounds, what the Devil? who? 


1 8 Cube. —— Pollas! te hoc vulnere, Pallas inmolat, 0 2 
. pænam ſcelerato ex ſunguine ſumit. 5 


Cad. Damn your Palace! I with 1 was well out of 5 
your Garret. 


Cape. Sir, I beg ten think Pardons: Tale your = 


5 " devoted. You will excuſe me, Sir : But being : 
juſt on the Cataſtrophe of my Tr agedy, I am afraid the 


Poetic Furor may have betray” d me into ſome Indeceney. 


Sri. 1 1 
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Spri. Oh, Mr. Cadwallader is too great a Genius 

himſelf, not to allow tor theſe TE TUES Sallies of 

a heate Imagination. 5 
Cad. Genius! Look ye here, Mr. What Hour name be 
Cape. Cape. 1 
Cad. Cape * True; tho” by the Bye here, hey! You 


live deviliil: high; but perhaps you may chuſe that for = 


__ Exerciſe, hey! Sprightly | Genius! Look'e here, Mr. 
Cape, I had as pretty natural Parts, as fine Talents !— 
but between yon and I, I had a damn'd Focl of a Guar- 
dian, an ignorant, illiterate, ecod—he could as ſoon pay 
the national Debt as write his own Name, and ſo was 


| reſoly'd to make his Ward no wiſer than himſelf, Ithink. 


Spri. O! fye, Mr. Cadwallader, you dow't do — 


| elf juſtice 
Cate. Indeed, Sir, we muft contradict you, we can't 


ſuffer this Defamation. TL have more than once heard 


Y Mr. Cadwallader's literary Acquiſitions loudly talked of. 4 
Cad. Have you :- no, no, it can't be, hey; tho let 


me tell you, laſt Winter, before I had the Meaſles, I 


Could have made as good a Speech upon any Subject 


in Jralian, French, German—but I am all unhing'd ; all — 


Oh! Lord, Mr. Cope, this is Becky ; my dear Bech, Child, 


this is a great Poet — ah, but ſhe does not know what | 

that is—a little fooliſh or fo, but of a very good Family. 

lere, Beciy, Child, won't you aſk Mr. Cope to come 
and ſee you ? 


Mrs. Cad. As Dicly ſays, I I ſhall be gad o ſee you at „„ 
3 dur Houſe, Sir. d | 


(ade. I have too great 2 Regard for my own Happi- 7 
neſs, Ma' am, to mils ſo certain an —— 0 . 


1 8 it. 


Mrs. Cad. Hey! * 


Cape. My Inclinations, as well as my 7 Duty, I fay, - 5 


*F will compel me to obey yo * ur kind Injunctions. 
Mrs. Cad. What does he ſay, our Lel/? | 
Arab. Oh, that he can Rave no greater Pleaſure than : 


3 in waiting on you. 


Mrs. Cad. I'm * ha more his Goodneſs tha my 5 


Deſert: but when you ben' better engag'd we ſhould be 


11 Company of an Evening to make one with 
| our 8 over L ell, and | L at Whitk and A = 
” ad. 
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Cad. Hey, ecod, do, Cope, come and look at her 
Grotto and Shells and ſce what ſhe has got—well, he'll. 
come, Beck—ecod, do, and (he'll come to the third 
Night of your Tragedy, hey ! won't you, Bect? —isn't 


ſhe a fine Girl? hey, you; humour her a little, do;— 


and Earls that take a Dinner wit 


hey, Beck; he ſays you are as fine a Woman as ever he. 


| — Ecod who knows but he may make a Copy of Verſes 


on you ?—there, go, and have a little Chat with her, 


talk any Nonſenſe to her, no Matter what; ſhe's a 


damn'd Fool, and won't know the Difference — there, 
go, Beck Well, Sprightly, hey what are you and Bell 
like to come together ? Oh, ecod, they tell me, Mr. 
 Sprightly, that you have —_—_— Lords and Viſcounts 
you; now I ſhould 

look upon it as a very particular Favour, it you would 
invite me at the ſame Time, hey! will you? 

* You may depend on it. 
_—  - 


Will you? Gad, that's kind; for between you 


and I, Mr. Sprightly, T am of as ancient a Family as 


the beſt of them, and People of Faſhion thould know — 


done another, you know. _ 
__ Spri. By all Manner of Means. 


ud. Hey! ſhould not they ſo? When you have any | 
Lord, or Baron, nay, egad, if it be but a Paronet, or Þ} 
a Member of Parliament, I ſhould take it as a Favour. 


 Spri You will do them Honour; they muſt all have 
heard of the Antiquity of your Houſe, _ 


Cad. Antiquity! hey! Beck, where's my Pedigree? 
Mrs. Cad. Why at Home, lock'd up in the Eu. let's 
JJ. 5 : 


cad. In the Pantry! What the Devil, how often 
have I bid you never to come out without it? 
Mrs Cad. Lord! what ſignifies carrying ſuch a lum- 


b' ring Thing about; F 
Cad. Signifies! you are a Fool, Beck; why ſuppoſe 
we ſhould have any Diſputes when we are abroad, 


| about Precedence ; how the Devil ſhall we be able ro 


5 ſettle it? But you ſhall ſee it at Home. Oh. Bech, come | 


hither, we will refer our Diſpute to { They go apart. 
Arab. Well, Sir, your Friend has prevail'd ; you are 


_ : _ acquainted with my Brother; but what Uſe do you . 
„ ß 


ca. 
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Cape. The Pleaſure of a more frequent * to 


Lage 40. Is that all? 


Cape. Who knows but a Arid Intimacy wich Mr. Cad. 1290 
| 1 may in Time ineline him to favour my Hopes? 
Arab. A (ſandy Foundation! Could he be prevail'd 
upon to forgive your Want of Fortune; the Obſcurity, 


or at leaſt Uncertainty, of your Birth, will prove. an 
unſurmountable Bar. | 


Cad. Hold, hold, hold, Beck; nenndy 1 you are fo 


 Spri. Well, but hear him out, Ma'am 


Cape. Conſider we have but an Inſtant. What Pro- 


4 je ? What Advice ? 


Arab. O fye! You would 1. a a to receive ines 
cour from a weak Woman! Poetry is your Profeſſion, 
| you know; ſo that Plots, Contrivances, and all the 
Powers of imagination, are more n your Pro- . 
1 vince. | 55 


Cape. 15 fl this a ike to * „ 
Cad. Hold, hold, hold ; afk Mr. Cape. 


Arab. To be ſerious then ; if you have any Point to 
gain with my Brother, your Application muſt. be made 0 


to his better Part. 
Cape. I anderftand you; plough with the Heifer. 


Arab. A delicate Alluſion, on my Word; but take 
= this Hint—Amongf her Paſſions, Aimiration, or rather Lo 
= Adoration, is the principal. | = 


Cape. Oh! that is her Foible ? 


Arab. One of them; againk 1 that Fort you muſt 5 
Tp plant 3 our Batteries But „„ 
; "Mrs. Cad. I tell you, you are a nonſenſe Man, and —— 
Von't agree to any ſuch Thing: Why what fi gnifies 8 
Parliament Man? you make ſuch a Rout indeed. „ 
Cad. Hold, Becky, my Dear, don't be in a Paſſion | 
now, hold: let us reaſon the Thing a little, my Dear. 
Mrs. Cad. I tell you I won't; what's the —_— 
E  _Oafe? 1 wont reaſon, Thate reaſon, and ſo there 5 an 
=: End t. „ 
(ad. Why then) you are ger. wad. 8 hey! „ 
But my Dear, now, Bech, that's a good e 


ere they are. 


b come, hold, hold-- Egad, we'll refer it to Mr. Cope. 


Mrs. Cad, Defer is to who you will, it will bgnify 


nothing, 


Cope : ; 


1 
: 
1 
| 


ftop her Mou 
this. Have you ever ſeen my Dich 5 
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Cape. Bleſs me, what's the Matter, Madam ? Sure, 


Mr. Cadwallader, you muſt have been to blame; no in- 


conſiderate Matter could have ruffled the natural Bolt 


neſs of that tender and delicate Mind. 


Arab. Pretty well commenced. 
Mrs. Cad. Why he's always a Fool, [ think; he's wants 


to ſend our little Dicky to School, and make him a Par- 
buament Man. 


Cape. How old is Maſter, Mz am 'E 


ape. The Intention is rather early. 
Cad. Hey ! early, hold, hold ! but Becky ds he 


Thing, egad I'll tell you the whole Affair 


Mrs. Cad. You had better hold your Chattering, ſo 


you had. 


Cad. Nay, p ythee, my Dear Mr. Sprig hh, FRY = 
th, hold, hold ; the Matter, Mr Cape, 's - 


Cape. Never. 


..*.- a Ne! Hold, Hold, egad he's a 1 a (endl ble 5 
Child; I tell Becky he's like her, to keep her in Hu- 
mou; but between you and I he has more Senſe al . 

ready than all her Family put together. Hey! Becky, 

is not Dicky the Picture of you? He's a ſweet Child d 

Now, Mr. Cape, you muſt know, I want to put little 

: Dich to School; now between — hey! you, hold, you, 

huold, the great Uſe of a School is, hey! egad, for 

Op Children to make Acquaintances, that may hereafter _ 
be uſeful to them: For between you and I, as to what 8 


5 they learn there, does not — Twepenee. 


8 


| Cope. Not a Farthing. = 
Cad. Does it, hey? Now this i is our Diſpute, whether 


8 poor little Dich, he's a ſweet Boy, ſhall go to Me. 
Qu. -Genias s at Edgwa! e, and make an Acquaiatance 

85 with my young Lord Auap, the eldeſt Son of the Earl 
of Hie, or to Doctor Ticklepitcher' s at Barnet, to forma 


Friendſhip with young Stocks, the rich Broker's only 2 


Cate. And * which Ai * Tally n ? 8 
Cad. Why J have told her the Caſe; ſays I, Becky, 


my Dear; who knows, if Dich goes to Ce- Cenis s, 
but wy Lord "OW my abe len a Fancy to him, that 7 


MM. Cad. Three Years and a Quarter, come Lr. 55 
2885 Day. | 7 
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upon the Death of his Father, and he comes to be Earl 
of Frize, he may make poor little Dicky a Member of E-- 
| Parliament? Hey, Cape ? * 
Mrs. Cad. Ay, but then if Dicty goes to Ticklepitcher's, een 
*who can tell but young Stocks, when he comes to his 
Forrune, may lend him Money when he wants it? | 
Cad. And if he does not want it, he won't take after 
his Father, hey! } Well, what 8 your Opinion, Mafter 
ue? 45 
Cape. Why, Sir, I car't but join with the Lady, 
Money i is the main Article ; it is that that makes the | 
Mare w.2 5 
Cad. Hey! egad, and the Aldermen too. you; 1 
Dich may be a Member, and a Fig for my Lord: 
Well, Becky, be quiet, he ſhall tick to the Stocks. Ts 
| Mrs. Cad. Ay, let'n; I was ſure as how I was * 5 
Cad. Well, huſh, Bech. Mr. _ will you. eat a Bit 1 
with us to-day, hey! will you?: 5 * 
Cape. You command me. 5 
Cad. That's kind; why then Becky and Bell mal top 1 
and order the Cook to toſs up 2 little, nice — Hey 3 . 
Will you, Bechy? Do, and I'll bring Cape „ 
Mrs. Cad. Ay, with all my Heart. Well, Mr. What- *** 
en, the Poet 3 ecod the Man's well I .- „ 
Tour Servant. 55 
Cape. I am a little too much in  Diſhabille, to offer : 1 
your Ladyſhip my Hand to your Coach. ; 
Cad. Plhaw ; never mind, PI do t—Here you ove 
| Company — 15 
— Mr. and Mrs. Cad. and Arab. ; 
| Enter Governor and Robin. 5 „ 
8 Ah, Maſter Robin! 1 
Kob. Why, you have a great Levec this Morning, . . 
Cape. Ay, Kevin, chere s no obſcuring * LIE 
Talents. Ras 
e True, sir; and ths Friend of mine begs to 
claim the Benefit of them. ES 
Cape. Any Friend of your's: But how can 1 be ſer- | 
viceable to him? _ EE 
Ko. Why, Sir, he i is lately ———_ "RA * 1 ; 
| Government; and, as you know the unſatisfied Mind 
of Man, no ſooner | is one 3 N but another 
| "= * to i N "ys 


on ; F 
CE * : i 
* 

—S— 1 
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Cure. A Truce to moralizing, dear Robin, to the 


Matter : I am a little butt 
Kob. Ina Word then, this Gentleman, having a good | 


deal of Wealth, is deſirous of a little Honour. 
Cape. How can I confer OTE "a 
Rob. Your Pen may. | | 
Cate. I don't underſtand you. | | 


Neob. Why touch him up a handſome complimentary , 
| Addreſs from his C olony, by way of praiſing the Pru- 
dence of his Adminiſtration, his TR, Valour, Be- : 
nevolence, and 15 
te. I am ſorry tis impoſſible for me to  miſunder- 
ſtand you. The Obligations I owe you, Robin, no- 
thing can cancel; otherwiſe, this would prove our laft 
Interview. Vour Friend, Sir, has been aTittle miſtaken 
in recommending me as a Perſon fit for your Purpoſe, 
Letters have been always my Paſſion, and indeed are 
now my Profeſſion ; but tho' I am the Servant of the 
Public, I am not the Proftitute of Particulars : As my 
pen has never been ting'd with Gall, to gratify popu- 
lar Reſentment, or private Pique, ſo it ſhall never ſa- 
_ erifice its Integrity to flatter Pride, impoſe Falſhood, or 
palliate Gailt. Your Merit may be great, but let 
thoſe, Sir, be the Heralds of your Worth, who are 
better acquainted _ 
Cor. Young Man, I like your Principles and Spirit ; 8 
your manly Refuſal gives me more Pleaſure than any 
_ Honours your Papers could have procur'd me. 5 
Spri. Now this Buſineſs is diſpatch'd, let us return ww - 
our own Aﬀairs—You dine at 3 1 


Cape. I do. 


= Spri. Would it not | be convenient to you, to | have 3 
. him out of the Way? | te STO: 


Cape. Extremely. 
_ Spri. I have a Project, that I chink will prevail. 
Cape. Of what kind? 


SHͤßbri. Bordering upon the Devanaric 3 : but the Time FR 
ſo preſſing, I ſhall be at a Loſs to procure Performers. 


oy OI Bn, 1 ho ene — 


Let's ſee — Robin is a ſure Card A Principal may eaſily 85 


be met with, but where the Duce can I get an Inter- 

preter? 1 | 
Kab. Offer yourſelf, Sir; it wil give you an ur 
: tunity of more Cloſely 3 the Conduct of your 
"os | ee 
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Cob. True. Sir, tho' a Scheme of this Sort may ill 
Cuit with my Character and Time of Life, yet from a 


private Intereft I take in that Gentleman 3 Affairs, if 


1 the Means are honourable - 
_ Sri. Innocent, upon my Credit. 


Co. Why then, Sir, | have no Objection, if you 


; think me equal to the Taſk— 


Sti. Moſt happily fitted for it. I ſhould not have 


| nouſty. 


- taken the Liberty-—But huſh ! He's return'd. 
: Enter Cadwallader. 

Spi. My dear Friend ! the luekieſt Circumſtance . 
Cad. Hey ! how? Stay, hey! ß 

Sri. You ſee that Gentleman? 
r 

$þ i. Do you know who he is? 
„ 

5 2 He is Interpreter to "SIEM Puruoaſy. 

Cad. Wruſky } Who the Devil is he? 


 Spri. Why the Tartarian Prince, that's come over N 


= Am 8 from the Cham of the Calmucks, 
Cad. Indeed ! 5 


Spri. His Highneſs has juſt fine me an Sada to 


dine with him; now every-body that dines with a Tor- 


t forian Lord, has a Right to carry with him what the 1 


Latin- call d his Unbra; in their W it is * - | | 


Cad. Jablanouſty ; TY 


7 | | glad of the Honour. 


_ Spri. Now if you will =2 in a that « Capacity I ſhall be : 8 


Cad. Hey! Why, would you carry n me to dine with 5 4+ 


op his Royal Highneſs? 
5 "© With Pleaſure. 
Cad. 


My dear Friend, 1 ſhall IO it as the 3 — 


E Favour, t e greateſt gs ſhall never be able — X 


= to return to it. 


2 Don't mention it. | 98 
d. Hey! but hold, hold, Py the r Devil ſhall I get 5 


5 off with the Poet? Tou know 1 have all'd him to „ 


= Dinner... 


Spri. 'Oh, the Occaſi on will be Apology ſufficient ; © 


: beſides, there will Ide the Ladies t to receive e 5 
. "Cod 5 
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Cad. My dear Mr. Cape, I beg ten thouſand par- 


dons, but here your Friend is invited to Dinner with 
Prince what the Devil is his Name ?— _ 
Fypri. Potowotuſty. 


Cad. True; now, Sir, ecod he has been ſo kind a as ts 


offer to carry me as his uus. would you be ſo 
good to excuſe 


Cape. By all Means; not a Word, I beg. 
Cad. That is exceeding kind; I Il come to you after | 


Dinner; hey! ſtay, but is there any Ceremony to be 
uſed with his Highneſs? | 


 Sprz. You dine upon Carpets, croſs-legg'd ! 
Cad. Hey! hold, held, croſs-legg'd ! Zounds! ! that's _ 


85 odd, well, well, you mall teach me. 


Spri. And his Highneſs is particularly pleaſed with 


_ thoie amongſt his Gueſts that do Honour to his * _ i 
- try Soup. 


Cad. Oh! let me alone for that ; but ſhould not I 


dreſs? TIRES 


Syri. No, theres s no C „ Occiion for it. 


Cad. Dear Friend, forgive me: — ſhould take a 
5 me from you, but bei ing a Hothlin Wiſky. Well, Tu 80 i | 
and ſtudy to ſit croſs· legg d, d, till you call me. | 


Spyri. Do fo. 1 
Cad. His Highneſs pu! This is the luckieft . 


* Accident! b e 


Cape. Ha! ha! ha! but how will you conduct your © 


Enterprize ? 2 


Syri. We I carry * to your Friend Rebaw's; dreſs 


up one of the under Actors in a ridiculous Habit; this 
Gentleman ſhall talk a little Gibberiſh with him. Ill © * 
compoſe a Soup of ſome nauſeous Ingredients ; let me 
„ hone t@ manage. But do Four. chuſe, Sir, the Part we — 
3 aſſigned? | ll 
Cow. As it ſeems to be but 2 harmleſs] Piece of Mirth, — — 
| 1 have no Objection. — 


__ Well then, 5 us us about it ; 4 come, Sir. : 
ape. Mr. Sprightly ! : EE 
Syri. What's the Matter? 


Cape. Would it not be right to be a lite ſpruce, a a 1 


little {mart upon this Occaſion? E 
Syri. No doubt; 3 re ls, drels, | Man; no o Time | is to 
be loſt. 5 * Care 


e TUE aUTHOR 
Ce. Well, but Jack, Icannot ſay that at preſent bi 
pr'ythee explain. What would you ſay? 


Why then, I cannot fay, that I have any other 5 


Garments at Home. 
Syri. Oh, I underſtand . is that all Here, here, . 


55 take my— 


Cape. Dear Sprightly, I am quite aſhamed, and ſorry. 
Spyri. That's not ſo obliging, George ; what, ſorry to 
give me the greateſt Pleaſure that — But i have no 


Time for Speeches; I muft run to get oP =} Soup. | 


Come, Gentlemen. 

Keb. Did you obſerve, ITY 9 

Cev. Moſt feelingly ! But it will ſoon be over. 

| Rob. Courage, Sir; Times perhaps may change. = 
Cape. A poor Proſpect, Robin! But this Scheme of 


life at leaſt muſt be changed; for what Spirit, with the 


leaſt Spark of Generoſity, can ſupport a Life of eternal 
Obligation, and diſagreeable Drudgery ? Inclination 285 


| IM = Genius cramp'd, and Talents milapply'd. 


What Proſpect have thoſe Authors to be read, 
Water) dai * earn their daily Bread ? yy 
. nen. Eu 


ACT n. SCENE IL i 
Young Cape and Mrs. Cadwallader at Cards. 


Mrs Cad. O U want four, and I two, and my 
3 Deal: ven, © ue noddy—no, Hearts | 

be — ; 
. beg © | 
Mrs. Cad. Will you ſtock em? 5 
Care. Go on, if you pleaſe, Madam. | 
Mrs. Cad. Hearts again— One, two, ee one, two 
T hang em, they won't ſlip, three. Diamonds—the x 


Z | two: Have you higher than the _— 


Care. No, Madam. 


. Cad. Then there's higheft - — . loveft, by „ 
Golb. Games are even; you are to deal. 85 


Cere. Plhaw, hang Cards! there are other * ' 
ments better ſuited to a tte a tete, than ay the four 
7 Arey can afford. us. 

| | 7 "Ms. 


” 


r 
Mrs. Cad. What Paſtimes be they? We be'nt 


enough for Hunt the Whiſtle, nor 'Blindman's Buff: 
But III call our Bell, and Robin the Butler. Dicky will 
be here an Bye. 


Cape. Hold a 8 1 have a Game to propoſe, 5 


where the Preſence of a third Perſon, * Mr. 
; Cadwallader's, would totally ruin the Sport. 7 


Mrs. Cad. Ay, what can that be ? 
Cape. Can't you gueſs ? _ ED 
1 — Cad. Not I; Queſtions and Commands? may 
hap. i 
Cape. Not abſolutely that—ſome little Reſemblance J 


| for am to requeſt, and you are to command, 


Mrs. Cad. Oh daiſy ! that's charming, I never play'd 


1 7m that in all my born Days; — begin chen. 


Cape. Can you love me? 
Mrs. Cad. Love you! But js it in Jeſt or Earneſt 
Care. That is as you pleaſe to determine, 


Mrs Cad. But mayn't 1 2 you Queſtions too? 
TTT 


Mrs. Cad. Why then, 90 you love me? 


: Cope. With all my Soul. 
Mrs. Cad. Upon your Sayſo. . 


: Cape. Upon my Sayſo. 


Mrs. Cad. Im glad on't, wich all my Heart, This „ 
| the rareft Paftime | 5 


Cape. But you have not e my 8 5 


Mrs. Cad. Hey ? that's true, Why 1 believe there” 1 
no Love loſt. „ 
Cape. $0; our Game will ſoon be over; 1 ſhall "= 

8 up at a Deal. I wiſh I mayn't be 9 lay 

_  Ueeper here than I intended thu. A 


Mrs. Cad. Well, now tis your 8 ens / 
Cape. True; aye; but Zooks you are too nr: | 


| 4 Pleaſure af this Play, like Hanting, ou not conſiſt 15 
[in immediately chopping the _ : 


Mrs. Cad. No! How then? 


_ Cape. Why firſt I am to ſtart you, then run you 5 
| little in View, then loſe you, then unravel all the 
Tricks and Doubles „u make to eſcape me. 


You fly er lienge 017 Stife, 

I purſue for many « Mil; 
Tou grow iir d «t laſt, and quet, 3 
Then I catch Jou, and all that. e 


Aſide. 5 2 


24 

Mrs. Cad. Dear me, there's a Deal on't! I ſhall never 

be able to hold out long; ; I had rather be taken! in View: 

Cape. I believe you. 

VMfrxs. Cad. Well, come, begin and tart me, that I may 
come the ſooner to quatting — Huſh! here's Sifter ; 

what the Deuce brought her ? Bell will be for learning 
this Game too, but don't you teach * for your Lie, : 


l Mr. Poet. 


Siſter. 
N 93 Cad. 15 that-all? She might have bay, 1 
n 
2 What ! You were better engaged! But don' - 
be angry, I am ſorry interrupted you 
"..- Mes. Ces. Hey | Now will I be hang'd if ſhe ben't * 
jealous of Mr. Poet ; but Tl liſten, and ſee the End | 
bon't, I'm reſolved. = 
| Arab. Are you . at the Interruption —— -: 
( ape lt was a very it aſonable one, I promiſe you; . 
5 had you ftay'd a little longer, 1 don t know what — „ 
1 have been he Cuniequence, | 1 
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Enter Arabella. e 
| Arab. Your Mantuamaker, with your new Sack, 


{ Aſide and Exit. 


Arab. No Danger to your Perſon, I hope, 
Cape. Some little Attacks upon it. 
| Arab. Which were as feebly reſiſted. 


Cape. Why, conſider, my dear Bell, cho your Sifter 
is a Fool, ſhe is a fine Woman, and Fleſh is frail. - 
Arab. Dear Bell! And Fleſh | is frail ! We are grown g 
_ Rrangely familiar, I think. 1 
Cape Hey dey; In what Da ſit ts the Wind now ? 5 
Arab. Where it may — blow — enough to 0 


- overſet your Hopes. | 
Cape. That a Breeze of your Breath can do. 


Arab. Affected! 


CIS obliging, Madam ; but pra 7 wha ts 0 4 
the Meaning of all this? 7 3 | 


Arab. Aſk your own guilty r 


Cape. Were I inclined to flatter myſelf, this nee 85 
| Paſſion would be no bad Preſage. 1 


Arab. You may prove a falſe Prophet. 


Cape. Let me die, if I know what to- But to fend . 
to a little common Senſe; what Part of my Conduct— 


e. 


— 


„ e, ov. 
Arab. Look'e, Mr. Cape, all Explanations are unne- 
ceſſary: I have been lucky enough to diſcover your 
Diſpoſition before it is too late; and fo you know 
there's no Occaſion —but however, I'll not be any Im- 
: 1 to you; my Siſter will de back immediately ; 
I ſuppoſe my Preſence will * conſider, Sir, 1 
have a Brother's Honour — I 


Cape. Which is as ſafe from me as if it was lock'd 


up in your Brother's Cloſet : But ſurely, Madam, you 
aækäkKäare a little capricious, here; have I done any Thing 
but obey your Directions? 1 
Arab. That was founded upon a Suppoſition that— . 

8 but no Matter. | : 


Cape. That what? 


Arab. Why, I was weak 3 to believe, what l 
you were wicked enough to proteſt 125 
Cape. That I loved you ; and what Reaſon have I ; 
given you to doubt it? | 
. Arab. A pretty Situation I found vou in at my En- -: 4 
D Cope. An aſumed Warmth, for the better conceal- 5 


ing the Fraud. 
Mrs. Cad. What's that * 5 122 he Afening.. 
Cape. Surely if you 3 my Conftancy, you muſt 


| have a better Opinion of my Underſtanding. | 


' Mre. Cad. Mighty well. ; Aal. 


Cape. What an Idoet, a Driveler! no Conf deration 
. upon Earth, but my paving the Way to the Poſſeſſion 
of you, could have prevail d upon me to —— her | 
Toy a Minute. 


Enter Mrs. Cadualiader,” 


Mrs. Cad. Sch! Mr. Poet, you are a pretty Gentle- „ 
man, indeed; ecod, I'm glad | 
not ſuch a Fool as you think for, Man; but here will! 
be Vicky preſently, he ſhall hear of your Tricks, he 
ſmall: LI let him know what a pretty. Perſon he has 
| ein hi Houſe, | 5 00 
Cape. There's no partying this; had not I better de- | 
1 


I have caught you. I'm 


Arab. And "TU me to the Mercy of the Enemy: 


My Brother's Temper is ſo odd, there's no Des. in 
10 * ä * lee — * . TY. - 


buimſel 
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Mrs. Cad. Oh, he's below, I hear kim. Now we | 


ſhall hear-what he'll ſay to you, Mad m. 


Euter Cadwallader, Governor, Sprightly and Robin. 


Cad. No, pray walk in, Mr. Interpreter, between you 5 1 
and I, I like his Royal Highneſs mightily ; he's apo» 


| lite, pretty, well-bred Gentleman — but damn his Soup. 
Ce. W y, Sir, you eat as if you lik'd it. 


Cad. Lik d it! hey, egad, I would not eat another 
Meſs to be his Mafter's Prime Minifter ; as bitter as 
Gall, and as black as my Hat; and there have I been © 
f fitting theſe two Hours with my Legs under | me il 5 

they are both as dead as a Herring. | 


ape. Your Dinner diſpleas'd you? 
Cad. Diſpleas'd ! hey! Look'e, Mr. Sprightly, I'm 


mightily oblig'd to you for the Henour; but hold, hold, 
yon ſhall never perſuade me to be a Zobblinwiſky again, 
if the great Cham of the Calmucks were to come over 
. f Hey! and what a damn'd Language he has 

7 59 Whee, haw, haw ! but you ſpeak it vey fluently. 3 


ov. I was long refident in the Country. 


— 0 May be ſo, bat he ſeems to ſpeak. it dates: 
Fou have a foreign Kind of an Accent, you don't ſound 5 
it through the Noſe fo well as he. Hey! well, ay, = 


- what, and how have you entertain'd Mr. Cape ? 


[ 
| 


Mrs. Cad. Oh! here have W ſince e you — 


; have: been gone. 
Cape. So, now comes-on the Rn 


Cad. Hey ! hold, hold, what has been the Matter? 
Mrs. Cad. Matter! why the Devili is in the Poet, 1 think. = 


Cad. The Devil! hold. 


Mrs. Cad. Why bere he has been. making Love to O 
= 5 me like bewitch'd.. DE 


Cad. How, which way? 


| for Queen Vido! 


Mrs. Cad. And there hs told me Lo to run, and to 
| double, and quat, and there he was to catch me, and 


„„ Cad. Why ſome on't- was ant of his ae, 1 1 
I think. 
En” - Hey ! hold, .hold, egad I lakers he's a little 
3 mad; this Morning he teok me for King Turnus, you; 
now who can tell, but this ee he may” rake you | 


— 
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Ced. Hold, hold, catch you? Mr. Cape, I take it 
very unkindly ; it was, d'ye ſee, a very unfriendly 


Thing to make Love to _ in my Abſence. 
Cape. But, Sir— 


Cad. And it was the more ungenerous, Mr. . to 


5 take this Advantage, as you know ſhe 1 is but a tooliſh 
F Woman. 


Mrs. Cad. Ay, me, who am but a fooliſh Woman . 
Cape. But hear me— 
Cad. A poor ignorant, illiterate, * And d for 5 


a Man of your Parts to atack— 


Cape. There's no — 
Cad. Hold, hold, ecod it is juſt as «if the Grand Sig 


ES nor, at the Head of his Janiſaries, was to kick a Chim- 
Es, wey-ſweeper. 5 


Mrs. Cad. Hey! what's that you fox, Di! „ what, 5 


de I like a Chimney- ſweeper? 1 
Cad. Hey! hold, hold, Zounds ! no, Beck; hey? ne. 
= Thar s only by Way of Simile, to let him ſce I under- 

ſtand your Tropes and Figures as well as TT, 5 


egad! and therefore — 5 
 Spri Nay, but Mr. Car 2 5 8 
& Don't mention it, Mr. Sprightly ; he is FRY ein 


5 Poet I ever had in my Heele, 9 the Belman for 8 
| 2 5 


Good Sir. 


And hold, hotd ; Tam reſolved he ſhall be the 1 


ſt. 

 Spri. I have but one Way to ſilence him. | 

Cad. And let me tell you——_ 0 

Spri. Nay, Sir, if I muſt tell you; he owes his Recep- 


| tion here to my Recommendation; any Abuſe of your 
| Goodneſs, any Breach of Hoſpitality here, he is 8 
| ſwerable to me for. 1 
Cad. Hey hold, hold, fo he is, cod; at him; give N 
it him hom. —— 
Sßypri. Ungrateful Monfter ! and is this your Return — 
for the open, generous Treatment —- 5 
Mrs. Cad. As good fry'd Cow-heel, with a wean Foul 
3 and Sauſages, as ever came to a Take. 5 5 


C * . 3 „ 


% Din ernte 


Spri And could you find no other Object, but Mr. 


| Cadwallader ; a Man, perhaps, poſſeſſed of a Genius ; 


- ſuperior to your own 


Cad. If I had a Univerſi ity Fducation— 

© Spri. And of a Family as old as the Creation. 

Cad. Older; Beck, fetch the Pedigree. 5 

Spri. Thus far relates to this Gentleman; but now, Es 
Sir, what Apology can you make me, who was your . 


0 Paſſport, your Security? 


Cad. Zounds, none; fight him. . 
Sdri. Fight him? | N 
ad. rb do; I'd fight him myſelf, if 1 had not had 3 


ED the Meaſles laſt Winter but ftay till I get out of the g 
Room. 


Spri. No, he's ſure of a Protesten here, the Preſence 


of the Ladies. 5 : 

1 * rox! they belong to the Family, never ” 
=: mind em. - e 
Sßpri. Well, sir, are you dumb? No Excuſe? No | _ 
: Palliation ? = $ 


Cad. Ay, no Palliation 3 3 
= Cad. Ay, no Tribulation? Irs a . fo iti is, Z 
When I have Leave to ſpeak— : 
4 22 Speak ! what the Devil can you ſay ?. 
Cape. Nay, Sir— 


* : þ Let's hear him, Mr. Cadwallader, however, 


2d. Hold, hold ; come, begin then. : EF 
Cape. And firſt to you, Mr. Sprightly, as you "Gao = 


T mo intereſted ; pray does this Charge correſpond with 
any other Action of my Life, ſince I have had the Ho- 5 

nour to know you? e 
Sͤ;pri. Indeed, I can't ſay that I recolled, but al as | — 
tte Scholiaſts ſay Meme repente Ins. RR 5 2 
Cad. Hold, hold, what's that? | 9 8 
_” Why, chat is as much as to . this is bad 
enough. 


Mrs. c By Goſh ! Cod ſo it is. 


(Cad. Ecod, Tg ſo it is: 88 more BER MD 
| to him; if I had been bred at the Univerlity, ___.- 
ſhould have it both Sides of your Ears. 3 


Cape. A little Patience, Gentlemen; now, 15. to 


5 you? Ling were 6 * to . a few Hints f 


-Four ; 


bow the Devil could you be ſo wicked, 
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your Lady's Weakneſs ; might not ſhe take too ſeriouſly 
what was meant as a mere Matter of Merriment ? 

Cad. Hey! hold, hold. 

Spri. A paltry Extuſe ; can any Woman be ſuch 2 
Fool as not to know when a Man has a Deſign __ 


| her Perſon? 
hey ' baden that. 


Cad. Anſwer that, Mr. Cape 3 
Cape. I can only anſwer for the Innoceney of my own 


Intentions; may not your Lady, 13 of my 


| becoming too great a Favourite, contrive — : | 
with a View of deftroying the Connection ? ; 


Spri. Connection! 
ad. Hey ! hold, hold, Connection! 
. There's ſomething i in that - 3 
d. Hey! is there? Hold, hold, hey! egad, he is 
right —Vou're right, Mr. Cape; hold, Becly, m my 'Dear, 
ey! 


! Child; - 


_ ecod, hold, hold, how could you have the W 5 5 


to attempt to deſtroy the Connection? 
Mrs. Cad. I don't know what you ſay. 

Cad. D'ye hear? You are an In 5 

have miſs d your Point; the Connection ſhall be only 


tthe ftronger: N Friend, I beg ten thouſand Par- 5 


dons, I was too hafty ; but ecod, Becky's to blame. 
Cape. The Return of your Favour has effaced every 5 
5 other Impreſſion. 
Cad. There's a good - natur d Creature! El | 

Cape. But if you have the leaſt Doubts remaining, 2 


_ Lady, your Sifter, I believe, will do me the Juſtice I 


-- 0 eown—..--.: 


Mrs. Cad. Ay, aſk my Fellow, if I be a Thief. E 
Cad. What the Devil is Becky at now? „ 
Mrs. Cad. She's as bad as he. 


cendiary, but you 


FE 


55 2 — Love to * too? Stop, wes hold, hold, Ly 
_ No 5 
Ms. Cad. Why no, Fooliſh, but you are alw ays —_ 


8 ning on with your Rigmonrowles, and won ˖ ay o 5 3 


hear a Body's Story out. 

Cad. Well, Beck, come, let 's have k. 3 
Ms. Cad. Be quiet then; why, as "PRE . you, 
OS Art he made Love to me, 75 wanted me to be a _ 


B every Minute? Well, and t 
mterrupted him, and * ſhe — very Tum | 
* and jealous, | 
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Cad. A Hare! hold, ecod, that was whimſical : 


Hare! hey! oh ecod, that might be becauſe he — Fer 


you a little hair-brain'd already : Becky, a damn'd — 


* Well, Beck, go on, let's have it out. 


Mrs. Cad. No, I won't tell you no more, ſo 1 wort. 
Cad. Nay, prythee, Beck — 


Mrs. Cad. Hold your Tongue then 1 : And ſo there he 
was going on with his Non enſe, and ſo in come our 
Bell; and fo—= 
| Cad. Hold, hold, Becky ; * your os; go on, „ 
= Child, but leave out you So's; it's a low— hold, hold, . 
= vulgar—but go on. 5 
| Mrs. Cad. Why how can I go on, "when you ftop me 
en our Bell came in and 


Cad. Well? © 
| Mrs. Cad. And ſo I went out * liten'd. 
Cad. So, what you ſtaid and liften'd? 


— Cad. No; I tell you upon my ſtaying, the » went bo 
out; no—upon my going out, ſhe ftaid 


Cad. This is a damn'd blind Story, but go on, Beck. 


Mrs. Cad. And then at firſt ſhe ſeolded him roundly 

for making Love to me; and then he ſaid as how ſhe 

2 adviſed him to it; and then ſhe — no; and then he -: 

4 Cad. Hold, hold ; we man never 8 an theſe x 

| He's and She's; this may all be very true, Heck, but, : 
hold, hold; as I hope to be ſaved, thou art the worft . 

| Teller of a Stary | „ 

Mrs Cad. Well, I have but a Word more; and then | 

be faid as how I was a great Foo, . 

_ . _ Cad. Not much miftaken in that. As de. LE 
Mrs. Cad. And that he would not a ftay'd with 

mee a Minute, but to pave the * to * Poſſeſſion of 5 


the. 
Vad. Well, Beck, well 7 
Mrs. Cad. And do- that's 1 


1 Make Love to Ber, in order to get Polſeſſon of | - 
3 von? © | "02 
Mrs. Cad. Love to me, in n order to get the, 8 


. Bell, 


; | Con 


1 no more Clo 
Heads, and no Shoes to his Feet. 
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Cad. Hey 1! oh, now I begin to underſtand Hey! 


What's this true, Bell 5 Hey ! hold, hold, hold ; ecod, 
I begin to ſmoke, hey ! Mr. Cope 


(Cage. How ſhall act? 
Rob. Own it, Sir, I have a Reaſon. 


ad. Well, what ſay you, Mr. Cape? Let's have it it; 0 
without Equivocation ; or, hold, hold, Hold, mental 5 
Reſervation. Guilty, or not? By 


Cape. Of what, Sir ? 
Cad. Of what? Hold, hold, of e making 1 Love : to 


Cape. Guilty. TEES: | 
Cad. Hy! how? Hold, Zounds | No, what not 


with an Intemion to marry her? 


_— With the Lady" $ Approbation, and your kind 30 


Cad. Hold, held, what my Conſent to mary you? | 
Cape. Ay, Sir. 


. Hold, hold; hold, what ! our r Bell? To mix . 3 
DT Blood of the Cadwalloders with the Puddle of « our - 


Care. Sir? T 
Gd A Petty? paltry, ragged, chiming— 8 
Sri. But Mr. „„ oe rl 
bo A dae hold, hold. Free 

es than Backs, no more Hats than 


Spri. Nay, but 
2d. J he Offspring of a Dunghill! 1 in a 4 Cellar, bs 


hold, hold, and Iving 1 in a Garret ; 3 a 7 a Muſh- AY 
room. 8 


(ade. Sir, my Family— 


Cad. Your Family! Hold, old, Hold, Aw. fetch 3 


8 the Pedigree; I'll ſhew you — Your Family !. a little | 
an Ab, Id, hold, 1 don't believe you ever TO Ss 13 
- 8 


Enter peter with 4 ee 


5 There it is; here; Peter, help me to ftretch it ont; A 

There's ſeven Yards more ot Lineals, beſides three of 
nn iterals, that 2 next Monday from the Herald's _— 

Office; d'ye ſ:e, Mr. N! N —— 
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Cad. Nay, but look'e, there's Welch Princes, and 


Ambaſſadors, and ſe of Scotland, and Members of 
Parliament : Hold, h 


Khan would a Serjeant in e Train'd Bands. 6 
ET: An amazing Deſcent ! 
d. 


Hey, is it not ? And for this low, louſy Son >” 5 
2 Shoemaker, to talk of Families — hold, | hold, get — 


of m Houſe. 
. Now is your Time, Sir. 5 
Cad. Mr. Sprightly, turn him out. 


| Gov. Stop, 1915 I have a Secret to diſcloſe, that may | 


5898 make you alter your Intentions. 
8 "Cad. Hold, hold: How, Mr. Interpreter 2 


Cov. You are now to regard that young Man ! in a 


. very different Light, and conſider him as my Son. 8 
Cate. Your Son, Sir? | 


explain n'd. 
Cad. Your gon? Hold, hold ; and what then? 


Co. Then! Why then he is no longer the Seribler, 5 
1 che Muſhroom you have deſcribed, bur of Birth and 
Portune equal to your own. 5 
(Cad. What! the Son of an Interpreter 6 to Me ! 
= --. A Fellow that trudges about, — of Language esto 
=_ foreign Counts! | 


Goo. A Teacher of Languages! 


= You ane Nn sir 


Cad. A Jack pudding! that takes Fillips © on 1 Noſe | 
| for Sixpence a Piece! Hold, hold, ecod, give me 
eighteen Pennyworth, and Change for Half a Crown. | 


Cos. Stop, when you are well. 


Cad. A Spunger at other Men's Tables! chat hs: 8 
8 Jallop put into his Beer, and his Face black'd at Chriſt. = 


- mas for the Diverſicn of Children! 


C. I can hold no longer. death, sir; who is it 3 


you dare treat in this Manner? 


Gu. * _ Mr. rights, * hold of 5 = = 
- 


ecod, I do no more mind an 
| Earl or a tend in my Pedigree, hold, hold, than Nu 


Cov. In 2 Moment, George, the Myſteries ſhall be : | 


| Cad. Stay ; ecod, a Runner to Monſicurs and Mar- 
7 quiſes ! 1 | | A 


— N b 
© * 5 * ; 


* 
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Spi. Calm your Choler. Indeed, Mr. Cadwallader, 
nothing could excuſe your Behaviour to this Gentleman 


| my your miſtaking his Perſon. 


Cad. Hold, hold. Is not he the Interpreter to. 
Spri. No. 

Cad. Why did you net tell— £2 
Sypri. That was a Miftake. This Gece is the 5 


Prince's Friend; and, by a long Reſidence in the Mo- 
5 narch' $ Country, is perfect Matter of the Language. WT 


Cad. But who the Devil is he then? 


Spri. He is Mr. Cape, Sir; a Man of unblemitt'd 
Honour, capital Fortune, and late Governor to one of | 
our moſt conſiderable Settlements. 


Cad Governor ! Hold, hold, and how e come you i 


Father to- hey — 


Gov. By marrying his Mother. 3 4 
Cape. But how am I to regard this? 


Cop. As a ſolemn Truth; that foreign Friend, to 
- whom you owe your Education, was no other than my- 
ſelf; I had my Reaſons, perhaps capricious ones, for _ 
1 concealing this; dut now — ceaſe, and I am proud = 
to own my Son | 


Cape. Sir, it is not for me bali but if Grati- : 


| tude, Duty filial— 


Gov. Riſe, my Boy; I ke ventured far to fix thy oY 


Fortune, George ; but to find thee worthy of it, more 
than o'erpays my Toil; the reft of * * ſhall be 5 
reſerved till we are alone. 


Cad. Hey ! Hold, hold, hold; ed, a good ſenſible : 


old Fellow this; but, hark'e, Sprig hth, I have made a 
damn'd Blunder here: Hold, hold, Mr. Governor, ! 
ale ten thouſand Pardons; but who the Devil could 5 

have thought that the Interpreter to Prince Potowowſky-- 


Gov. Oh, Sir, you have in your Power — ö 


. _ to atone for the — done us boch. 


Cad. Hold, how? 
_ Gov. By beftewing your Siſter, with, 1 fatter myſelf, i» 


fp 3 no no great Violence to her Inclinations, here. ol 
Cad. What, marry Bell? Hey! Hold, hold; Zounds, 5 

| Bell, take him, do; 'cod, he is & s good, likely—hey! 5 | 
* — 8 2 


drab 


+: 4 Friend. 
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Arab. I ſhan't diſobey you, Sir. 


Cad. Shan't you? That's right. Who the Devil . 


knows but he may come to be a Governor himſelf ; — 


hey! Hold, hold; come here, then, give me your 
Hands both ! [ j Joins their Hands.) There, there, the 


Bufineſs is done : And now, Brother. Governor — : 
Cov. And now, Rrother Cadwallader. | 


Black- boy and a Monkey ? * 


Cod. Hey t Ay, ay, you ſhall have a Hack boy, and 


2 Monkey, and a Parrot too, Beck. 


Afri. Dear George, 15 am a üttle late in my Congratu- : 


3 lations ; - but 


1 Cv. Which if he is in acknowledging your diſinte- 
| reſted Friendſhip, I ſhall: be forry Lever own'd him. 
| Now, Robin, my Cares are over, ** my Wiſhes full; 
And if George remains as untainted by Affluence as he 
has been untempted by Diſtreſs, I have given the Poor 
mm — bie — an — and the World 15 


1 bn, : 5 


EPILOGUE 


d Hey, Beck?! Here's ſomething new for my Pe- ; 
- di e; we'll pop in the Covernor to-morrow. 
rs. Cad. Hark'e, Mr. Governor, can you give mea 


oc 
— — — 0 — —— 
— 8 - : : 


bo Pe now throw off this mike, ideet: Maſk. 
Could we ſuppoſe this Circle fo refin'd, 
Who ſeek thole 
Could from ſuch Vulgariſms feel Delight; i 
Or laugh at Characters, fo unpoliie? ß A 
| Who come to Plays, to fee, and to be ſeen _ 
Not to hear Things that ſhock, or: give the Spleen; | —— Y 
EY * ſhun an Opera, w y hen they hear tis thin. 


* r 1 1. 0 G U E, 


Warren BY A Lor, 5 
: AND Sroxen | er Mas, Cuivs. 
l Dublin, by Mi Ga. raue,] 


ELL— thank my Stars that I have done my | 
> - 85 


Pleaſures that improve the Mind, 


« Lord! ds you an?” fays Lady R-“ Fe told 
« That Jacky Dapple got fo great aCld 


= « Loſt Tueſday Lhe 1 7 u 3 Creature theres 
os @ male Thing to hand one to one's Chr. 
Divine Mingot'1 ! what 4 Swell has ſhe? „ 
3 0! fuch a Suſtinuto upon BY » 
— — Mz'am, 3 gute in Veice fell goto C. 


EM | of oc Lord! ſays m Lady 5 hh —cc here's 6 Pather 15 : E = 
. Bo Go —_—_ will, ee he aal, rg * | 


* 3 And 13 to > Town t to fee the Sigh and Rare, nn” 


nnen 


Hus Singing that my fare it's more like ſcreami 
8 To me, Peer they're all a Pack Fant * 


„ Barkere 1 — Inhumana PR | TP} 8 

| 2 Does not this Creature come from — t 
Loaf, look, my Lord !—. Abe goggles !- ha, ha.”'— 
| „ Pray be quiet; 

= Dear Lady Bell, for Shame ! You'll make a Riot.” 


4 Why will they enix with as to male this Rout 7 i 
25 Bring is Bil, ry Lord, to keep em o,, Wo 


ell have « Tafte-AR, faith Pai Lo of reply; 
A flat out al that owt due-qualify'd.” 


Thus Ridicule is bounded like a —_— 
155 Struck by the Great, then anſwer'd by -M Small; ; $ oo 
Wulle we, at Times, return it to you allt. 
A ſkilful Hand will neer your Rage proveke ; F 
For though it hits you, you'll applaud the stroke; 5 
Let it but only glance, you'll never frown n 
5 5 . — — amd knocks your — dom, 5 


„ 


